MY LADTS CHAMBER
Palin roared some order in German, caught me in
the hug of a bear and crushed me against the wall.
" Stop!" I yelled.   " Andrew, it's me! "
" God in heaven!" howled Palin, and let me go.
"Where's Harris?"
I did not wait to answer, but darted out of the
castle and down the steps. A flash came out of the
darkness, and a bullet struck the ground at my feet,
but all my thoughts were of Harris and how to prevent
his escape. I ran across the courtyard and down past
the coach-house doors, and, as I pulled out my pistol,
I brushed against a rope-ladder which was hanging
against the wall . . .
In a flash I saw that if this ladder were gone we
should have the enemy trapped as beasts in a pound,
and, since I could not pull it down, I began to go up
its rungs as fast as I could.
If my purpose was good I made one bad mistake.
I should have taken with me the bottom rung. In
that way I should have drawn up the ladder as fast
as I went myself and, before I was ten feet high, my
object would have been won. As it was, I set out to
gain the ridge-pole and then pull the ladder up, but
I might have known that before I had time to do this
one or more of the rogues would have begun to ascend,
And so it fell out.
As I reached the slates the ladder tightened beneath
me and someone began to climb up as fast as he could.
There was only one thing to be done.
I scrambled the last few feet, flung myself over the
ridge-pole and, drawing my pistol, fired at the place
at which the man's head would appear.
As though by magic the convulsions of the ladder
stopped dead.
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